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roar" on shining beaches or thundering on
cliffs that face the setting sun. No, there cannot
be much amiss with the claim that San Francisco
makes for herself, to have the finest situation of
any city on the face of the earth.

But here as elsewhere I notice an interesting
peculiarity in the speech of my American friends
when introducing me to the natural wonders
of the land. What they seem anxious to impress
upon me is not that the scene before me is wonder-
ful, which, of course, I can see for myself, but
more wonderful than one I have seen or am about
to see somewhere else. This peculiarity is
especially noticeable among the Californians.
You pay the San Franciscan no compliment by
telling him that the situation of his city is fine or
beautiful. What he wishes you to admit, and
is not satisfied till you have admitted, is that the
situation is the fin^r or the most beautiful you
have seen or are likely to see anywhere. In other
words, what would be reckoned a comparative
excellence in other States becomes superlative
excellence in California. I have heard this
peculiarity explained in several ways; by some
as a variation of America's general ambition to
break the record in everything she is and does;
by others, more superficially, as a survival from
pioneering days, when a man was honoured not
for having killed so many Red Indians but for
having killed more than anyone else, as counted
by the notches on his gun. Explain the